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square metres with its hot iron stove in the middle.
Suprugov's mother, a large and light-hearted woman
would have gladly welcomed Zinochka in her six and a
half square metres, but here Suprugov revealed iron
determination: none of that, if you please. He couldn't
think of it. He had to work somewhere. Tears and rows
did not help. Zinochka had to give in. So they lived on—
neither lovers, nor husband and wife—heaven alone
knows what, without poetry, with nothing but dis-
comfort and humiliation. Zinochka was to blame for it
all. He had warned her. Suddenly she became pregnant.
She couldn't have done anything more disastrous. On
hearing the news an icy shudder ran down Suprugov's
spine.
A child? His parents-in-law would immediately pack
it off with Zinochka to Suprugov, to his six and a half
square metres. They were hard and self-absorbed. The
future of Suprugov didn't interest them. It would mean
squeals, pots, nappies from morning till night. He would
go mad.
And the expense of keeping the child. He'd have to
leave the university and go as an assistant doctor to the
country.
He decided not to surrender. He demanded that
Zinochka should have an abortion. It was her own
fault, after all. And there was nothing so dreadful about
it. Thousands of women, ...
Here Zinochka's mama interfered. She said: "That's
enough ! You've destroyed Zinochka's life; I won't let
you destroy her health." How she shouted at him! She
even called him a scoundrel. On hearing that Zinochka
shouted. Zinochka's papa shouted at them both.
Mother and daughter began to sob and kiss. Suprugov
was silent—his knees trembled. ... Mama said, wiping
her tears; "Go away, I don't want to see you." He
went.
Zinochka had an abortion all the same and came back
to him; thin and less attractive. But in the meantime he
had got a divorce. He had gone to the registrar and
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